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The Tr age die of Hamlet 

J-Iaft. How long will a man lie i’th earth ere he rof ? 

Clow. Fay th if- a be not rotten before a die, as we liauc many poc. 
kie codes, that will fcarce hold the laying in, a will laft you fom eyght 
yeere, or nine yeere. A Tanner will lad you nine y cere. 

Ham. Why he more then another ? 

Clow. Why fir. his hide is fo tand with his trade , that a will keeps 
out water a great while ? & your water is a fore decaycr ofyour whor. 
fon dead body, hecr’s a fcull now hath lyen you i’th earth 23. yeeres. 
Ham. Whofewasit? 

Clow. A whorfon mad fellowcs it was, whofe do you think it was ? 
Ham. Nay I know not. 

Clow. A peftilence on him for a madde rogue, a pourd a flagon of 
R enifhon my head once 5 this fame skull fir, was fir Toricks skull, the 
Kings Ieffer. 

Ham. This? 

Clow. Ecu that. , 

Ham Alas poorc Yoricke , I knew him Horatio , a rcilcw oriniinitc 

ieft of mod excellent fancie, hee hath bore me onhisbackeathou- 

land times, and now how abhorred in my imagination it is: my gorge 
rifes at it. Heere hung thofe lyppes that I haue kill I know not hone 
oft, where be your gibes now > your garoboles, your fongs, your Ha- 
fhes of merriment, that were wont to fet the table on a roare, notone 

now to mockc your owne grinning, quite chppfalne . Now get you 

to my Ladies table, & tell her, let her paint an inch thick?, to this ta- 
Hour lhe muff come, make her laugh at that. 

Prcthee Horatio tell me one thing. 

Hora. What’s that my Lord ? . . , n . „,,t> 

Ham. Doofl thou thmke Alexander lookt a this faflnon 1 ih c-tth . 

Hora. Eenfo. 

Ham. And fmelt fo pah. 

Hora . Hen fo mV Loro. mnimnt 

Ham. T o what bafe vfes wee mayreturne 
imagination trace the noble dud of Alexander > till a « PP 0 

abunojiole? rj r 

Hor. Fwere to confider too curioufly to confider lo. 

Ham. ' No faith, not a iot, but. to follow him thether wuh mW 
enough, and likely hood fo leade it. Alexander dyed, ALl'W 

buried, ^Werreturncth to dud, the ^ud is wit , 0 

make Lome, & why of that Lome whereto he was conucdcd, 


Prince of Denmark?. 

to c,a ^ 

Imperious Ca/ar d , ^ , bc vvin d awa y. 

OtotS S which kept the world in awe. 

But fofr, but foft awh‘ e > his th fo n ovv ? 

T ^r:^re i^do.hheto'k<n, 

The corfc^hey follow, tl‘^ w *jh defptat hand 
Joxedoo h owne life, twas of fonic eflate. 

Couch we a while and marke. 

Ham vS'nL^es a very noble youth, marke. 
As we haue warrantie, her death was doubtful , 

A„d but that great commaund ore-fwayes the order. 

She fhould in ground vnfanftified becnlod 0 
Till the laft trumpet : for charitable P ra ^ *?** . 

Flints and peeblcs fhould be throwne on her . 
Yethcerc fhe is allow’d her virgin Crants, 

Her roayden drewments, and the bunging home 
Of bell and buriall. 

Laer. Mud there no more be doonc t 
‘DoB. Nomorcbcdoone. 

We fhould prophanc the feruice o. the dead* 

To fing a Requiem and fuchreft to her 
As to peace-parted foules. 

Laer. Lay her i’th earth, 

And from her fairc and vnpollut ed nelh 
May Violets fpring : I tell thee churhfh Pried,. 

$ minidring Angeii fhall my fidcr be 
When thou lyeft howling. 

Ham. What, the fair c Ophelia. 

£hce. Sweets to the fwccc, farewell, 

Ihop’t thou fhould’d haue been my Hamlets wife, 

1 thought thy bride- bed to haue deekt fweet roaide,. 
And not haue drew’d thy graue. 

Laer. O treble woe 





